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SUN 


Here  comes  the  bright  and  beaming  sun. 

Wake  up!  Wake  up!  Your  days  are  done!  lw 

You  say  the  earth  has  grown  too  hot? 

No,  not  for  me!  Look  what  I’ve  got!  ms 

And  though,  to  misquote  Marvel,  we  can’t  make 
our  sun 

Stand  still,  yet  Death  can  make  him  run.  es 


Death  lifts  a fireball  into  the  grey 

Dull  waste  and  burns  it  into  orange  day.  km 


TREE 

I like  your  peaches  so  I’ll  shake  your  tree. 

I’ll  not  leave  your  orchard,  I won’t  let  you  be!  es 

Heroic  Death.  He  pulls  up  trees. 

But  he  is  hungrier  than  we.  rn 

A dark  wind  blows;  the  strongest  fall— 

Death  plucks  the  tree  up,  root  and  all.  Bp 

Without  malice,  yet  unforgiving, 

Death  uproots  all  that  is  living,  cd 

I m not  going  anywhere  with  you,  you  Bony  Brute! 

I his  is  w here  I live.  I his  is  where  I’ve  got  my  roots!  db 

He’ll  place  a kiss  upon  your  cheek, 

His  thin  fingers  with  yours  enlace. 

How  sweet  sometimes  succumbing  is 
To  Death  s final  and  fast  embrace.  CD 


POT 

Bubble,  bubble  in  the  rubble, 

Warfare  cooks  up  deadly  trouble  1 ms 


Death  cooks  a meal.  The  fire  burns  below 
A leaden  pot.  His  wooden  spoon  stirs  slow,  km 


Greedy  Death.  He  stirs  the  pot. 
It’s  indigestion,  is  it  not?  rn 


If  you  are  bothered  by  my  taste 
Spruce  it  up  with  toxic  waste ! ms 


Oh  this  brew  does  roil  and  bubble, 
Life  is  toil,  Death  end  of  trouble,  lw 


He  relegates  housewife,  king  and  flea 
To  dark  dustbins  of  history,  cd 


Mostly  sunny  skies  today,  mostly  itchy  eyes, 

Mostly  here  and  there  and  back,  Goodbye,  Goodbye, 
Goodbye  1 mh 


Into  the  trash  can’s  dark  abyss 
We  plunge;  it’s  either  hit  or  miss,  es 


FIRE 

What’s  your  hurry?  Where’s  the  fire? 
One  touch  from  me  and  you  expire,  bf 


Earthquake,  flood,  or  house  aflame, 
Catastrophes  all  speak  Death’s  name,  cd 


I never  stop,  I never  tire, 

I work  just  like  a house  on  fire!  es 


No  going  back  to  get  your  hat  and  no  such  thing 
as  “WAIT!” 

No  “Sorry  to  have  missed  you  but  I’m  running 
rather  late.” 


MH 


How  good  it  seems  to  be  alive 
When  Death  invites  you  for  a drive,  bp 


I got  wheels  and  I got  wings. 
After  me,  no  more  things!  bf 


Hop  on  in,  you  want  a ride? 

I’ll  take  you  over  to  the  other  side,  bf 


Waiting  in  the  subway  station,  driving  round 
the  block, 

Blowing  through  the  window  screens  — hark! 
was  that  a knock?  mh 


Knock-knock!  Who’s  there? 

Open  the  door  if  you  dare!  bf 

Who  can  tell  what  lies  in  store 
When  Death  unlocks  his  silent  door?  bp 

Have  you  seen  a film  noir 

When  Death  comes  out  of  the  boudoir?  bf 

There’s  nothing  much  that  we  can  do 
When  Death  says  gently,  “After  you.”  ks 


“Hurry  along  now,  my  good  friend,”  Death  said, 
“I’ve  got  lots  of  others  waiting  to  be  dead.”  db 


TYPEWRITER 


Death  asked  me  for  a rhyme 
Busy  busy  he  had  no  time,  gp 

Death  types  no  note,  no  warning  word. 

We  look  up,  surprised-*  It  has  occured.  cd 

We  try  to  keep  our  stories  light 

But  we  know  the  ending  Death  will  write!  bp 


No  Yes  No  Yes  No  Yes  No.  No  No  Yes  No  No  No  Yes. 
No  No  No  No  No  No  No  No.  No  No  No  No  No  No  Yes. 

MH 


What’s  all  the  hype? 

Death  just  wants  to  typel  bf 


TOHIT 

To  meditate  upon  decay 

Is  my  favorite  way  to  start  the  day.  bf* 


I ponder  how  to  make  it  pass, 
Before  you  boot  me  in  the  ass.  js 


Oh,  my  God,  this  case  of  constipation 
Has  got  to  be  the  worst  in  all  creation!  db 


Even  kings,  it  is  well  known, 

Have  met  Death  upon  the  throne,  lw 


I think  upon  the  can: 

“I  stink,  therefore  I am.” 


MS 


r 


NEWSPAPER 

Anything  morbid  or  bloody  or  gory 
Makes  for  a good  newspaper  story,  bf 


No  matter  who  may  win  or  lose, 
Death  has  his  section  in  the  news,  bp 


Each  day  we  read  in  black  and  white 

Death’s  hand  works  swift  both  day  and  night,  cd 

Death  works  so  hard  that  sometimes  he’ll  just  choose 
To  sit,  relax  and  rest,  and  read  the  news  es 


VOTE 

Great  or  small, 

I’m  one  for  All!  lw 


We  shout  and  cheer,  but  mutter  underneath  our  breath: 
“Ah,  so  you  like  those  blue-eyed  boys,  eh  , Mr.  Death?” 

ES 

You  made  your  careless  pitiless  wars  he  said 
T hen  I have  to  sweep  up  the  millions  dying  and  make 
them  dead,  gp 

Death  rallies  all  the  people  with  a cry 
So  powerful  we  don’t  ask  why.  km 


Bush’s  hero  is  named  Nero, 

Famed  for  fiddling  at  ground  zero,  ms 


TV 

Hey  folks!  Just  good  ole  all-American  TV: 
Murder,  mayhem,  carnage,  greed  and  Me!  db 

Enter  the  audience ; now  Death  rises  from 
The  TV’s  laugh  track  and  the  static  hum.  km 


I have  my  own  show  on  TV: 

The  Nightly  News  stars  only  ME!  ms 

Death’s  words  and  gestures  mesmerize  us; 
Tyrants  want  to  paralyze  us.  ms 


MM 


BED 

Rise  and  shine!  my  Old  Friend.  This  is  the  last  day 
of  your  life. 

Say  goodbye  to  everything,  hug  your  kids  and  kiss 
your  wife,  db 

We  sing  that  “Death’s  a long,  long  sleep” 

But  here  he  is  upon  his  feet!  ms 

A bounce  in  bed  let’s  have  some  fun, 

A little  kiss,  your  nights  are  done!  lw 

I’ll  do  my  work  while  you’re  asleep, 

You  have  not  sown  yet  want  to  reap,  js 

Do  you  suffer  from  insomnia? 

Dance  with  ME  and  I will  calm  ya!  ms 

Boogedy-boogedy  time  for  bed 
Wake  up  now  before  you’re  dead!  bf 


t- 


COLOPHON 


This  book  was  designed  by  Elka  Schumann  and  Lila  Winstead. 
The  masonite  cuts  were  made  by  Peter  Schumann,  and  copies 
of  the  pictures  were  given  to  friends  to  inspire  the  couplet  writing. 

Lila  Winstead,  assisted  by  Adam  Cook  and  Elka  Schumann, 
printed  125  copies  on  the  Vandercook  letterpress  in  the  Bread  and 
Puppet  Print  Shop  between  April  and  September,  2003.  When  the 
24  point  Caslon  ran  out,  we  used  this  18  point  type. 

The  covers  --  no  2 alike!  --  were  rolled  with  black  latex 
housepaint  before  being  printed  in  white. 


ERRATA 


Under  SUN:  misquote  should  read  mis-quote; 

Marvel  should  read  Marvell  , referring  to  Andrew  Marvell, 
1621  - 1678,  and  the  last  lines  of  his  “To  His  Coy  Mistress”. 

Under  TREE:  Bony  should  read  B o n e y. 

Under  TYPEWRITER:  occur ed  should  read  occurred; 

MH’s  couplet  should  read: 

No  Yes  No  Yes  No  Yes  No.  No  No  Yes  No  No  No  Yes. 
No  No  No  No  No  No  No.  No  No  No  No  No  No  Yes! 


